
  
    [image: img]
  


  
    
      Coming on Strong


      Norman Singer






  This page copyright © 2009 Olympia Press.


  

  1


  

  

  

  

  CAPTAIN NICKY ANDREWS rolled over in his bunk that morning back in April of '69, and the first thing he realized was that he had a throbbing handful of his own stiff cock. Christ, he must have been having another of those sneaky wet dreams, which always bugged the hell out of him because he could never remember the details after he woke up. He slid his fingers up and down the bloated hot prong of his prick, as if, by some form of osmosis, he could determine exactly where it had been during the night. He felt traces of a recent cloudburst at the sprouting head of it and decided this was no ordinary morning erection. Hell no, because that kind of a hard on was always bone-dry with its usual piss build-up.


  Nude and brawny, Nick leapt out of bed and stared down accusingly at his huge and thrusting member, debating about the origin of all that dripping at the tip of it. Was that leftover juice or a warning spray? Had he already shot off a load during the dream, or was he just about to pop when he woke up to this infuriating blackout? Cursing, he sprang down at his bunk and rifled the sheets for evidence. Finding a lot of sweat but no cream, Nicky felt somewhat relieved, although he continued to glare broodingly at his mocking bulging prick. “You big fat know-it-all!” he yelled down at it. “Who the hell were you fuckin' last night while I was asleep?” He wet the palm of his hand and started jagging himself, as if this might generate total recall. “Come on, tell me, Goddamnit, who were you bangin' that I didn't even get a taste of?” At once he thought of Michelle, a delectable assemblage of ass, tits and lips who'd been waiting to welcome him here at the port of Le Havre for the past three years. Oooh yeah, Miss Happytits herself, with her pretty thighs spread wide for him, her whimpers a tormented mingling of pain and delight as he teased and dabbed at her pussy lips with half a thick inch of his tool at a time.


  Holy Jesus, Michelle! I'm gonna see her today. Dropping his disloyal but rampant member, he ran to the calendar on his desk and suddenly realized what day this was. No wonder I'm having hot flashes, he thought, fun time is here. I've got five months' accrued vacation time coming! After all these weeks of beating my meat between cabin boy blow jobs (suck that cock and swab that deck), I am now free to fuck my little heart out, French-style!


  When Nicky and Michelle first met, she had just come from Orleans to Le Havre, where she still worked as secretary in the office of their French agent, Todd Keeler. She was fresh and lovely and bursting with enthusiasm for all of life's surprises. She was a little afraid of him at first, however, and quite reticent about going out with him at all. To her, he was the typical swaggering American seaman, and as such, typically hell-bent and up to no good when it came to women.


  “All my life I have heard about the wildness of men like you,” she said, speaking English with just the barest half-lisp of an accent. “You expect to, how shall I say?... 'strike pay dirt' with every girl you take out and spend money on, is it not so?”


  “You're damned right it's not so!” Nicky had tried to laugh her out of her fears. “I know a lady when I see one, and I sure know the difference between courting a woman and making a play for her. So why don't you let me show you what I mean, Michelle? After all, Todd Keeler's your boss and an old friend of mine, so he'll vouch for me.”


  After their first few dates, Nicky finally managed to gain the girl's confidence, and soon they were engaged in some of the most feverish necking sessions of his career. Virgin or not, when it came to kissing, this chick was as French as all-get-out! There was a special way she had of flicking her tongue against his that almost made him cream-up in his bulging jockey shorts, which was plenty sticky and frustrating for Nick, because in all other areas Michelle stuck strictly to the Marquis of Queensberry Rules: no knuckling, grabbing or nudging of her more vulnerable untapped parts, and any invasions launched south-of-the-border were off limits. But after a few more nights of wining, dining and artful cajoling, Nicky persuaded her to let him visit her in her apartment.


  “But only for a goodnight kiss and a glass of cognac, Nicky, and then you must leave.”


  “Sure, honey,” he grinned at her, raising the palm of her hand to his lips and softly kissing it. “But is it all right if I take off my jacket and make myself comfortable?”


  “Of course,” she said, her manner overly prim and correct. “And you may have a seat in the living room while I pour the drinks.”


  Nicky took a seat on the divan, thinking he could almost smell her terrible fear of him. Serves her right, he thought, although he was both moved and excited by the idea; being a virgin at twenty-one was a pretty hysterical condition which he knew just how to rectify. A moment later she was seated beside him, and after a few wine-sips, he took her in his arms and kissed her soft full lips for a long engulfing moment, his fingertips dabbing at the outlines of her nipples, Nicky feeling their erectness, tasting her moans on his lips and knowing how ready she was. Keeping his mouth gulped firmly against hers, he quickly unfastened her blouse and slid his hand inside her bra, his cock throbbing fit to burst inside his briefs. In another instant he felt the incredible touch and tropic heat of her tits in his hands...


  “Oooh honey, look what you've been wrapping up in there! Round fat squirmy unlicked babies all his for the first time. She wrested her head away from his and weakly tried to protest. “Oh no, Nicky, please... I feel so helpless, having you see me like that, the way you're looking down there, with all the lights on....” Then she caught the penetrating look in his eyes as he ogled her breasts, and watched raptly as he licked his full hungering lips. With an urgent little gasp, she reached back and unhooked her bra. “You can look at them, Nicky, if that is what you want.”


  The warm resilient globes tumbled heavily free and loose in his hands, and Nicky played with them idyllically, sensing her mounting excitement to see him stare so covetously at her naked flesh. “God, they're so beautiful, Michelle. I've been wondering about the shape of them for weeks. You've kept them so tightly packed and hidden from me. Will you let me suck them?”


  “What?” she asked huskily.


  He knew she wanted to hear his words again. “Can I suck your breasts... put them in my mouth?” He felt the breathlessness of her, the heated tensions, and knew he was on the right track; forbidden requests spoken aloud, made even more entrancing when given the sting of reality. She ran her fingertips lightly along his lips and made an unintelligible but beseeching sound in her throat. Nicky lowered his head and softly caressed his tongue along a glowing-pink nipple. At once her pungent scents and tastes set his heart to pounding, and he began to make a wild and sensual feast of all that baubled un-kissed girl-flesh, sucking her lovely pear-shaped treats deep into his mouth, cupping them bunched up high as he stared at the fabulous bouquet they presented, then licked them and prized them and pressed them against his cheeks, while Michelle began to groan and writhe fretfully in her seat. Nicky had never seen a girl respond so intensely to his treatment, as if having her breasts inside a man's mouth were all that she'd been living for. She squirmed and contorted her body, trying to nudge herself forward, ecstatically caressing her flaring wet lips as he sucked her, cupping his chin, striving to feed him more of her unleashed bounty. Soon her excitement eased all other liberties for Nicky. His fingers trailed upward along the steamy flesh of her inner thighs, up and up into that quivering swarming nest he so longed to enter more importantly, more historically, his fingers on it now, dabbing at the petaled damp softness, ummmm! what a downy hub all oiled with tension that gave way as he dug tentatively inward, sucking her nipples more fiercely so perhaps she might not realize the significance of what he'd begun below. Then Nicky felt the jellied tremors of her response as his fingers deftly probed her sheltered cunt, and now that she was on fire for what he wanted now, eager to have him prepare her in this fashion, fingers widening the satiny lips, stretching, three fingers now spreading and splaying out her future...


  “Oh, Nicky, I love what you're doing to me,” she gasped, “there's no explaining it or thinking of the shame of it, I just love your mouth and hands on me, and I want you to be happy too, Nicky, want you to take and plunder all you need from me. Listen darling, I'm not afraid now! Please don't let me be afraid! Do it fast before I can think or reason, oh hurry...!”


  He took her up in his arms and carried her into the bedroom. Undressed her and then stood beside the bed and slipped out of his trousers. And saw the fresh surge of panic on her face when she caught sight of his stiff and jutting instrument.


  “Oh God, Nicky, I didn't realize.... I mean, I didn't know you would be like that... so much of it, and so thick and shiny and ferocious...!”


  “Oh sweetheart, I can be so gentle with it, you'll see. Just think of my arms around you when I do it, and think of our kisses.” He kept talking, soothing low throaty words of peace and endearment, calming her for the moment when he spread those precious butterfly-wings down there and taught them how to fly. He was straddled above her now, his member turgid and inflamed. He thought of where his cock was about to go, the fresh new haven that would embrace it, gazed down at the compelling youth and hysteria in her eyes, the red-moist parted lips, the palpitating eagerness of her that told him how ready she was for life and death all in the same split second. He slid the weighty fat head of it between the tightening lips of her cunt and she let out a scream, but Nicky knew there had to be this quick lacerating distortion because of the way he was built, so he relentlessly widened her now, divided her inch by inch, and as he pushed a little harder her shrieks became very high and gay and giddy until he hurled downward and covered her open mouth with his own, and fucked her. Very slowly in and out, but all the way out and in to the hilt, until he felt that brittle break of the dam inside of her, kissed and sucked away her anguish, felt the hot sprinkles of blood-flow and sent his cock soaring deeper with this new sensation, the triumphant end of a maiden and the start of what they both began to cry for. She flung her long supple legs about his plummeting body and Nicky tongued up the sweet birthday tears of her face, lovers on fire with their victory, each of them kissing and celebrating and laughing as she wept and moaned and hurled her bottom upwards to receive all he had to give her to contribute to her love and seal it. “Oooh Nicky, why didn't you tell me that love has to hurt like this to be real? Oh no, Nicky... wait!... something's happening inside, like something thunderous, like rain... ahhh yes, fuck the beauty into me... storm it into me and ram me and kill me and make it grow...!” He lurched harder and more savagely, watching the tremulous agony of her lips, the lunatic-delights in her eyes, plunging and gasping submerged in the beholden wails of her as she clawed his back and came and looked to Heaven and said: “Fuck me alive, I was dead before tonight!”


  That was their first time. Three years ago. And after that, whenever that gal came it was just the same: positively religious! Just imagine tryin' to get a twenty-one year old virgin in the States, where nobody went to church any more. Fat chance! He felt this was the one big drawback of the sexual revolution in his own country; there were no more new frontiers for a guy to explore. Lately, whenever he'd latched onto an American chick, it was like a whole wrecking crew had been there before him. Hell, they were poppin' their twats younger and younger back in God's country.


  But now, as he looked forward to seeing her again, Nicky decided that Michelle was his very own property, because he'd been the first guy to open her hatch, which was tantamount to branding a doggie back in his home state of Colorado. She was his prime stock, and he even believed her when she said she remained faithful to him while he was at sea. Any girl who could keep fingering her rosary while he gave it to her doggie-fashion just wasn't capable of telling a lie. Nicky remembered one time when he did nothing but suck her tits all night long to prove he had as much integrity as she did. And the longer he sucked the harder and redder her nipples got. Ummm! those randy-tastin' knockers, in a few hours he'd have them in his mouth once more.


  But hell, there's no reason for me to spend the whole fuckin' five months' leave with one sweet grateful broad just because she happens to be both pure and built, Nicky told himself as he hurriedly showered, shaved and dressed that morning. His motto had always been: “Hump 'em and Run!” so why should Fate put a damper on that pattern now? After all, he had to think of his reputation as international stud, paramour and bang-artist.


  Nicky began to whistle The Marseillaise as he soaped his sinewy muscles in the shower. At thirty-four he knew he looked even healthier and more virile than he had at seventeen when he'd first started shipping out as an ordinary seaman. He had the rugged kind of appeal which women often called ugly-handsome, meaning that he was a helluva lot more functional than he was decorative. Dark, swarthy and Latin-looking—due to some limber fence-hopping he'd had a Scotch father and a Turkish mother—Nicky had a broad and roguish face that was too full-featured and sensual to look romantic. Not that he was even half as moronic as his hulking size might indicate, since he did a lot of reading at sea. Adventure novels, mostly—Joe Conrad, Jack London, Hermie Melville, guys like that. He also worked a lot of crossword puzzles so when he was on shore he wouldn't talk the way he looked, like a well-tailored gorilla. Of course, sometimes it was fun having gals think of him like that, as some kind of a misguided ape-type, because it brought out the mother in them, which meant it was always breast-feeding time as soon as the got 'em peeled.


  Nicky was a sturdily proportioned six-two, and so powerfully strung-out above the balls that his popularity had become a legend in every port he hit. He was proud of being so comfortably hung, but only in a detached way which did not reflect any sort of self-adoration kick. Like most Americans, he was just happier having more of anything. Just as richer was better than poorer, having a big cock was better than having a gland-deficiency where it counted the most. He was simply blessed and glad as hell to be.


  He gazed down at it now, all sudsed-up and half voluptuously hard. He thought of his first piece back home on the farm in Colorado. A gal named Betsy with the gummiest cunt in captivity had chased him around the haystacks until he'd finally turned around and given her more than she'd bargained for. He was thirteen, and when she got a look at that wang of his, she gaped, gulped, then christened it: “For Lord's sake, will'ya look at Buster down there!” And then, when he proceeded to bust'er wide open both rectally and vaginally, he decided the name was very apt. So from that day on whenever he looked at his cock—and who didn't at sea?—the word “Buster” formed on his lips. Now he soaped it until it went stiff and flaming-hard again, then conjured up another taunting vision of Michelle, remembering how tight and twitchy her cunt had felt that first time, how gorgeous her terror had been, as if she thought he might actually kill her with that battering throb of passion. Hell, a lot of guys were built bigger than he was, but his prick zoomed out and flowered to an extraordinarily fat mushroom head; and since that was the part that broke ground first, that was how he hooked them till they screamed for more... big-mouthed cock drove 'em all up the wall! But Nicky took his hand away fast, because he felt the tremors of a gusher and wanted to save that for Michelle.


  Nicky had worked for the Pearson Steamship Company for the past ten years. The firm handled three runs, with ten ships to each run: South America, South Atlantic, with the Southern-most port being Capetown. The North Atlantic run involved Denmark, Holland, Germany, France and England during one trip, and then France, Spain and Italy for the alternate trip. As a result, he averaged several days in France during each trip, except that right now he faced this accumulated bonus-offering of five months. However, a sailor who wasn't careful on this kind of a North Atlantic run could pay off with peanuts at the end of every voyage. As Captain, Nicky enjoyed certain advantages, including a limited expense account when dealing with ship's agents in each port. If a Captain used his head and knew how to deal with his foreign port agents and ship's chandlers, he could always more than cover his expenses during in-port time.


  Nicky now caught a glance of his husky physique in the mirror as he stepped from the shower and dried himself, thinking how miraculous it was that his appearance had changed so little in the last dozen years or so. Broad shoulders, hard flat stomach, tight-muscled ass and biceps. But then, as he started to dress, he grew more thoughtful about the advantages of maintaining this facade of perennial youth and virility. Sure, it was great for a guy to look ten years younger than his real age, but did that mean he had to go on wanting the very same things he'd wanted ten years ago?


  He lit a cigarette, then poured himself a cup of coffee. Fully dressed now, with “Buster” out of sight and no longer commanding his attention, Nicky forced himself to face some facts he'd been trying his damndest to ignore. For a long time now he'd wanted something else when he was in port besides the usual quick blast in the hay. Not that he didn't love to fuck just as much as he ever had, but couldn't there be some tender fringe benefits to go along with all that action? More and more he'd had to make like a sideshow barker and sell himself a horny bill of goods before he could play his role of swinger and cocksman with the same steamy conviction he'd managed at the beginning. So all right, he still looked like a big-hung lady plugger, hadn't even begun to go to flab yet, strong bones and profile and no hint of a double chin and absolutely no trouble getting Buster to sit up and take notice. Getting that feisty hunk of blubber to stay soft was more of a problem. But what good was it to look the part if he no longer felt right for the role?


  Admitting this to himself gave Nicky an awful feeling of loneliness, because if sex wasn't going to be his primary recreation any more, and he hadn't stored up any alternatives to take its place, what the hell else was left for him? Socially speaking, he'd always been something of a loner. Being orphaned at an early age had taken care of that part of his makeup. He never mixed well. With other guys he either played poker or shot the shit about all the broads he'd fucked. And with broads, no matter what the amenities were to start out with, they all led to a fast fuck. Few of them had indicated they'd wanted anything else from him. With the exception of Michelle, maybe. He'd sure like to think she was a little different from the others.


  With a shudder, Nicky tried to shake off this sudden seizure of gloom, for it was uncharacteristic of him. By nature he was a hardheaded optimist. So all right, he was a man in his mid-thirties; what did most guys that age want, or have? A sense of permanence? Was that it? Was that what he'd been missing? Right, that was the crux of it. He'd reached the point where life on shore had to mean something more than an occasional gash-fiesta. After the novelty of being Captain of his own ship had worn off, Nicky had begun to wonder if all those square, nine-to-five landlubbers weren't enjoying a more rewarding life than he'd at first supposed. And hell, no matter how prolific a guy was between-the-sheets, if, at thirty-four, he was still acting like a cunt-happy young buck of eighteen, didn't it mean he was a little retarded in certain areas? Either his lymph glands or his brain pan—something had to give!


  Suddenly the prospect of being offered five long months of freedom didn't make Nicky feel quite so jubilant. What the fuck did the word “free” really mean, he wondered; and exactly what was he free to do? Eat, sleep and shoot sperm? Wild, man! Frantic! But after that, he'd only be free to suffer all his hangovers alone. Which was a swingin' life for a teen-aged rapist, but for a big grownup man, it was no way to fly.


  Now Nicky knew there was only one solution to this problem. Michelle. She'd been deeply in love with him from the first. Hadn't even been coy or coquettish about it, but had come right out and declared everything she'd felt for him. Which, at the time, got him hotter for her than ever, because it was always an extra charge for a guy's ego to know that the gal he was fucking also happened to be emotionally hung up on him. Wasn't that what all the kissin' and foreplay was about? To get them feeling romantic, while you just got hotter and harder? Somehow he'd always managed to get a girl to say “I love you, Nicky” while he gave it to her. That had always been part of the conquest, a real must; except that when he thought about it later he knew they hadn't meant it. But now he was gonna say it, and to Michelle, whom he felt sure had been waiting for him to propose for a long time. Oh Jesus, Michelle! How sweet and gentle and compliant she was, and how Goddamned brutal he'd been to her. Could he have any doubts now that she was the permanence that beckoned? He could really build a life around that girl, if only for once he'd make love to her instead of just making out. Maybe this trip he'd stop treating her like a fling and start thinking of her as a woman. After all, she was the only girl he'd ever played around with who didn't turn out to be a hooker, and a doll as steadfast as that wouldn't be waiting at the dock forever. And besides, she was the first virgin he'd ever launched. Didn't that mean they were honor-bound to get married? Hell yes, Michelle was just what he needed. Her and his very own mink ranch out in Colorado. A landlubber settling down with a transplanted Mademoiselle. What a dream!
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  FULLY DRESSED NOW, Nick snapped out of his reverie and went up one flight of stairs to the bridge of the ship where he exchanged friendly morning greetings with the helmsman and his Chief Mate, Roy Tillson.


  “Hey Nick, you lucky bastard,” laughed Roy, “today's the day you go to hell with yourself, right?”


  Nick glanced at him and gave him a noncommittal smile. “Maybe,” was all he said. Then, after checking out the traffic on the radar, he went out on the starboard wing of the bridge to stand lookout. Satisfied that the ship was right on time, there was nothing for him to do but think of Michelle again. Although he'd been considerably cheered by the prospect of seeing her again, the idea of actually getting married still scared the piss out of him. How could a guy be expected to start running to something he'd always been running from? Christ, he'd have to retrain an awful lot of reflex muscles to manage a switch like that, which only brought on another nagging question: How long could a man—even the Captain of his own ship—keep running wild before he finally realized that nobody cared how footloose and available he was any more, and that the chicks had begun to want from him just what he'd always taken from them, a few grunting hours in the dark with no involvements? Man, if that ever happened, he'd never know who was using whom, nor would he be master of his own fate any more, except when he was at sea. No, it would be much more comforting to have a wife and then play around. That way it wouldn't matter so much which sex partner came out on top. Someone to go home to, that's the kind of marriage he'd work for. A port in the storm that would remain constant, no matter how many hurdles he climbed before he reached it.


  From the first, Nick had arranged it with Todd Keeler that Michelle would be given time off whenever they were in France, and soon he'd become accustomed to seeing her standing on the pier whenever his ship came in. They would rent a car and tour all over the French countryside together, joyful and often speechless with this sensuous warmth of freedom they'd found together, forever touching or embracing, wanting constantly to reconfirm the treasures of their intimacy. Finally, they would rent a secluded cottage, where they would make love diligently and insatiably until it was time for the ship's departure.


  Todd Keeler was a big expansive red-haired Milwaukee-bred guy who was just a few years older than Nick. He'd married a French gal fifteen years before and now seemed quite content with his life in Le Havre. Nicky remembered one night when he and his buddy were having a few drinks together and Todd suddenly got more candid than he'd meant to. As a result, the two men were perilously close to having their first serious argument. “Listen, Nick, I think it's the shits the way that poor girl wears her heart on her sleeve where you're concerned. How come you can't see what she wants from you?”


  Nicky had given him a quick glare of surprise. “What the hell're you talkin' about, Todd? Michelle and I are happy just the way we are. We've got a perfect setup goin' for us.”


  “Oh come off it, man, you really think that's all she's hoping for, a setup? Since when does a sweet kid like that go from virgin to mistress in one jump?”


  “Now wait a minute, Todd, just because you and I've been friends for a long time, and Michelle happens to be your secretary, doesn't give you the right to read any riot acts to me! I'm a big boy now, and I'll maneuver and play the field any goddamned way I see fit, without any advice from you. And besides, no two people were ever happier together than me and Michelle, so how can you top that?”


  Todd went sullen and silent for a moment, slowly sipping his drink. “Nick, my friend, you oughta see her when you're not together. When you ship out. That's when I see the truth on her face, and believe me, it has nothing' to do with happiness.”


  “All right, goddamnit, so she misses me when I'm gone! That's great and it's normal, because it means she loves me even when I'm not around, which is just the way I want it, Todd, so you shut the hell up and leave us alone!”


  With that, Nick had stormed out of the bar. And ended up in another bar, where he got beautifully, pissy-eyed plastered for the first time in months.


  And yet, when he'd sobered up the next day and had seen Michelle again, her touching submissiveness when he undressed her did away with all qualms and guilts. He had only to inhale her heady aromas and suck her nipples, ass and cunt to completely forget his conscience and think of nothing but the taste of her, the feel of her. And so, he'd let their affair go on that way. A sometime thing, but status quo.


  But now Nick was going to see her again, and this time he would not hold back the words she wanted to hear. This time he was ready to throw in the sponge, plant some roots and go happily to pot and make babies. It wasn't easy for him to admit how lonely and miserable he'd been. He should have known he'd been in love with this kid from the start. Not only that, but financially speaking, he was well able to consider digging in and raising a family. He'd been on the same North Atlantic run for the past five years, and although his in-port expenses ran high, he'd still managed to bank all of his regular salary, and had saved well over $20,000.


  His ship arrived at 0600 that morning, picking up the pilot fifteen minutes later and was all tied up at the pier by eight-thirty. Nick had the payroll made out, and the rest of his paperwork was ready so that by lunchtime the crew had been paid off, his relief Captain had checked his paperwork and had counted the cash-on-hand in the ship's safe. This left Nick free to pack, leave the ship, then go find Michelle and tell her what was on his mind.


  However, for the first time in three years she was not standing on the dock to greet him. Nick felt a clutch of panic and made a beeline for the agent's office, thinking maybe she was too busy with her work to get away. But she wasn't at the office either.


  “Todd, what happened?” he said, not even bothering to say hello to his old friend. “Where the hell is she?”


  “She took the day off, Nick,” Todd said, rising from his desk and extending his hand, although he didn't seem to be his usual jovial self today. “She wants to see you at her apartment. She's got something to tell you.”


  “Oh man!” Nick sighed with relief. “For a minute I thought she'd left town or something. She's got something to tell me, huh? Well, first she's gonna shut up and listen to my news, which has to be bigger than hers....” He made a dash for the door.


  “Hey Nick, wait a minute!” Todd called after him. “I think maybe you and I should have a little talk first!”


  “Later!” Nick shouted over his shoulder and bolted out the door.


  When Michelle greeted him at the door of her apartment a few minutes later, Nick was stunned by the provocative new look of her. She'd always dressed so primly and girl-next-doorish, and there she stood wearing nothing but a clinging transparent dressing gown, her reddish-gold hair unpinned so that it hung in soft lustrous waves about her shoulders. She was also more vividly made-up than he'd ever seen her; lavender eyeshadow, her mouth painted such a deep red that it looked even fuller than he remembered it. It was as if she were suddenly going “on the make” for him, which seemed so crazy to Nick, after all they'd meant to each other, and considering the sort of conversation he wanted to have with her at this moment. Now that he wanted hearts and flowers, here she was coming on like a tart!


  But he was unable to say anything for a moment as he let his eyes roam up and down the appetizing curves of her body. How plainly he could see the hardening buds of her nipples beneath that flimsy fabric, and he caught the strange smile on her face as she watched where his eyes went, then deeply inhaled for him as if to thrust the bloated fullness of her breasts in his face, Nick's twin obsessions. “Nicky,” she spoke softly, “do you know what I'm thinking of this moment? Your hands on me. Right here, where your eyes are. Here, darling, you see?” She cupped them high for him, smiling, self-entranced. “And I've been thinking of the way you lick your lips whenever you look at these, think-of the roundness of your mouth as you devour me. Are you hungry, dear?”


  Nick swallowed, his mouth going dry as he ran his tongue over his lips and muttered: “Oh God, Michelle, what's come over you?” He moved closer to her and shut the door behind him. “Look at you, baby... I mean, your hair and that horny negligee....”


  “Shut up and touch me, Nicky!” She unfastened the cord of her dressing gown, then let the garment slip to the floor. She was naked. Freshly bathed and perfumed and for a long time Nick forgot what he had to tell her, knew that for the time being his marriage proposal would have to wait. Besides, he was too choked up to talk any more, seeing her standing there like that, so damned bold and brazen, and with all the lights turned on, when usually she was so shy and insisted on undressing in the dark. He'd never had such a close and illuminating look at her body in the nude, a chance to stand a little apart and scrutinize everything he'd eaten. Man, how that rocked him! To stare at those pearly-fat tits in the brightness, so damned firm and plump with their rosy-purplish aureoles; nipples so redly erect they seemed to be aimed at the tip of his tongue; his eyes hungering lower to the creamy-white skin of her belly and hips and thighs, and, finally, the downy treasure trove and crease of her cunt with its curling golden tufts shading that gleaming pink cleft he longed for. Nicky began to breathe very fast and she heard and saw and smiled strangely again, then straddled her legs wide apart and stood there with...
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